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more for his guests. Mr. Brancepeth was a grave young
man. It was supposed that ho was always meditating
over the arrangement of his menus, or tho skilful means
by which he could assemble together tho right persons to
partake of them. Mr. Brancepeth had attained tho highest
celebrity in his peculiar career. To dine with Mr. Branee-
peth was a social incident that was mentioned. Royalty
had consecrated his banquets, and a youth of no to was
scarcely a graduate of society who had not been his guest.
There was one person however who, in this respect,
had riot taken his degree, and, as always happens under
such circumstances, he was tho individual on whom
Mr. Brancepeth was most desirous to confer it; and this
was St. Aldegonde. In vain Mr. Brancepeth had approached
him with vast cards of invitation to he-r.-itombs, mid with
insinuating little notes to dinners sans facon; proposals
which the presence of princes might almost construe into
a command, or the presence of some one even more attrac-
tive than princes must invest with irresistible charm. It
was all in vain. ' Not that I dislike Brancepeth,* said
St. Aldegonde ; * I rather like him : I like a man who ean
do only one thing, but does that well. But then I hate
dinners.'

But the determined and the persevering need never
despair of gaining their object in this world. And this
very day, riding home from the Castle in tho Air, Mr.
Brancepeth overtook St. Aldegonde, who was lounging
about on a rough Scandinavian cob, as dishevelled as him-
self, listless and groomless. A Her riding together for
twenty minutes, St. Aldegonde informed Mr. Braneepeth,
as was his general custom with his companions, that ho
was bored to very extinction, and that he did not know
what he should do with himself for the rest of tho day.
' If I could only get Pinto to go with me, I think I would
run down to the Star and Oarte-r or perhaps to Hampton
Court.'